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The Duty
of Mothers.

What suffering frequently resulis
from a mother's ignorance; or more
lrvqunv.ly from a mother's neglect to

rly instroot her daughter !

ml tion says ‘‘woman must suf-
for.” und young women are so taught,
There is a llttll truth snd » enl
of exaggeration in this n
woman suffers soversly she needs treat-

ment, and her mother should see that | I

aho gots it,

Muny mothers hesitate to tale their
daoghters to & physielan for examina
tion but no mother need heaitate to
write freely sbout her daughter or
hersolf o Mrs. Pinkham's Laboratory
et Lynn, Masa, and secure from a
woman the most eflicient advioe with
oul charge.
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of South
lady |

Mrs. August Pfal
Byron, Wia, mother o lh-
whose portrait we here publish, wrote |

in Junuary, 100, saying her da hw|
had suftered for two years with
ular menstruation — headache
the time, and pain in her side, feet
swelled, and was generally misorable,
Bhe received an answer promptly with ‘
advice, and under date of March, 1809,
the mother writes again that Lydis B |
Pinkbam's \'-mN. Compound cured

{1:1-‘ daughter of all palns and lrul-in
rity.
Nothing in the world equals Lydhll

Pinkham's great modicine for

Iating ' woman's peculiar mon
troub

Neot (o Be Denied. [
Mr. Rush—8ay, I want you to

marry me!

Miss Pochis (gasping)— Well, 1've
had some nervy proposals, but you
take the palm.

“Good! Now let me hold that
pulm a minute while I slip this ring
on the proper finger. "’

At Met o Pack, San Maten County, Oal,,
s bosutitul, surroundings, perfect climate,

with

carelul aupery.aon, theiough jmstruction,
complete In ratarion, and xymnumm eanily
wanlains its poaition lu'l e front ranks of |

-:nool- lar I‘w ah the Parific Cosst. Imm G. |
Holly, P {'l’llwlpi
Suiluln; Lln;u‘t.

“It is drendful how the people mis-
use the words ‘awfully’ and ‘dread-
fully. "

“Yes; inn't it awful?"

A Warning,

“You had better not go boating
with sister,’’ said Tommy to his sis-
ter's beau, .

“Why not, Tommy "'

“Cuuse 1 heard her say she intend-
ed to throw you overboard soon."

Wﬂ WOI!IL‘ IS YOURS?

{ Wikk KEEP YoU oRY
NOTHING ELSE Wikl

ON SALE VERTWHERE,

TARE MO m-n*ru;is olaou FoR tm TRADE MARK
E OF Wmma AND HATS
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Roller Bearing Header

Is the best in the world, It has no equal in

STRENGTH,
ADJUSTARILITY,
AND SIMPLIOITY,

It has been tested in all harvest flelds, In
oasa of handling, sesring, strongth, and light.
nems of deaft, 1t 18 without a peer, It runa
Mght, i [sct runs lighter with fonr horses than |
any other header with six.

Call on the nearest MceCormiok Agent, or
aadress
A. H. BOYLAN, Gom’l Agont,
PORTLAND, OREGON.,
CLAIMANTS FO
Wilte umm# PENSION
BICKFORD, anhlnmn. D. ©.. they will re.
eolve quick replios, B, Sth N, H, Vols. 8Siaft
20Lh Com Pmmmlng oldml slnceo 1874,
In hut time to oure Catarrh,
SHMM[H Bronehitis and lomumplion.
Our nm-d in mmrnmud, 51,
HBox @
W. H. SMITH & ﬂﬂ., Huﬂllo N, \.
" ’a ,1 L' fe. !B—IOOI.
HIN wrltln te udnrtlull plun
maentisn this paper.
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or any of our mothers,

| crackers,”’

" X-RAYS APPLIED TO THE FIRECRACKER.

PR T e ——

The boys had planned such a particu
larly jolly Fourth that when Mrs. Rey-

{nolds became so (Il on the very morning
(of the 84 and the doctor sternly announc
isd It a frecracker exploded within a

mile of the house the boy who shot it off
would be gullty of murder there was

{wreathful Indignation in the breasts of

the junlor patriots,
“Say, fellows, what do you think of it

anyway?' demanded Ned Thursby in &

tone of fierce display.
“Think of It!" exclaimed Bam Prow
tiee, shaking his st at the cloud of dust
which enveloped the doctor's antiguated
glg. 1 think it's a mean shame.”
“What are we golng to do with onr
Arecrackers, 1'd like to kpow,” WIill
Brown asked angrily, “and the skyrosk-
#ts ind Roman candles aund the eanbont”
“Mague take it, anyway,"” secowled Jack
|Loring, bittng the tree mgainst which
ne was leaning a blow with his elinched
tinnd, “We might just as well have
stayed In the chiy™
“1 tell you what, fellows,” interrupted
Ned. “I wouldn't mind se much spoiling
the Fourth If it was only Mrs, Sawyer,
or Miss Hattle
ar Miss Ilsabel, but every kid knows what
Mre. Reynolds In, 1 don't believe she's
sick at all”
“Nor L,” Jack

added impressively.

{“She's just done it to keep us from bhav-

ng n good time. Don't you remember
last summer how she spollt the yacht
eace by tumblive into the rviver and

{splashing thy sais?"

“1 wish your Unele George was here
now. He'd tell us what to do, for I don t
think that other George, the father of
his conntry, cares the least bit that his
ittle boys cun't have rockets and five
and Will lay down upon the
grass and pounded the soft tarf with his
vigorous heels. .

“Of course he doesn't,” agreed Bam
mournfully, “or he wouldn't have let it
happen. I think he's a mighty mean
tather, that's what I think."

“Oh, perhaps it's because he's been a
man for snch years and years that he's
forgotten all about chopping the cherry
tree and being a little boy himself,” ex-
plained Ned magnanimonsly,

“1 sy, fellows,” Jack began excitedly,

{1 bet you George Washington will help

us yet. Isn't he the father of his coun-
try and wouldn't my father or Ned's fath-

ler or any of our fathers hate to have v

lose a good time? [ tell yon, George
Washington eares as much about it as
they do, and I'm going to write to him
and tell him that we can't shoot off any
firocrackers or cannons or rockets or tor-
pedoes or do anything at all to give him
a rousing send-off, just because an old
woman says she's dying."

“I don't believe George Washington
cares auything abont us," Bam lnterpos-
ed gruffly,

“I don't belleve he does, either," sup-
plemented Wil

“Well,” said Jack, “I intend to write
him a regular letter and tell him just
how It Is, I thought I'd say that we
came all the way from Chicago to shoot
off a eannon for him on the Fourth of
July, and dida't he feel sorry we conldn’t
do it, becuuse Mrs. Reynolds went and
got sick at the last moment and the doc-
tor safd we'd be hanged if we did. And
then I'd say ‘Good-by, from your sorrow-
fal little boys, Jack and Ned and Sam
and Wi'"

“fven It we did wrlte to him, how
could we send it, I'd like to know "' agk-
ed Sam.

The question was a bombshell,
gored Jack,

“1 don't know," he answered blankly,
1 never thought about it, but, say! I
have It. We'll tack the letter on the
cherry tree in the back yard, and when
he comes around at night to eut it down
with his Mttle hatchet he'll find it anid
read It and—"'

“How do you know he'll come around
te cut it down?" interrupted Wil

“How do I know it? Decause every

It stag-

Fourth of July he's n little boy again,
you ninoy, and, of course, bhe'll want to
use his little hatchet. Hurrah for Gearge
Washington!” and the enthusiastic
spokesman tumbled off the fenee in bis
efforts to wauke the country echoes,

Four palrs of sturdy legs dashed along
the road with lightuiug speed and noth-
ing remained of the morning’s concleve
but a battered rall and a cloud of dust,
The blotted paper tacked so conspicuous'y
to the bark of the cherry tree was pa-
thetieally comic to the belated traveler
who discovered it while enjoying the soli-
tude of the garden.

“Poor little chaps,” he laughed, “thelr
mothers needn’'t have feared for their
eyes and their fingers, after all, Con-
found Mrs, Reypolds, It's just as they
say. ‘She’s never sick on Sunday, when
little hoys don't mind not shooting off
ennnons,’'

“1 guess George will have to come to
the rescae after all if he lsn't ‘the father
—of his country.” But what the dickins
ean we do that wou't make a noise? |
guess I'd better comsult Mise Hatti:)'
and the belated traveler left the blotted
paper on the table, where he had carried
it to examine ite contents by aid of the
solitary lamp burniog in the farm house.

The small head peeping out of the
farm. bonse window at na early hour the
following morning ralsed a shout that
awakened instantly the three remaining
occupants of the tiny dormitory.

“Hurrah for George Washington! What
did I tell you fellows? There's the an
swer, by jingo!” asd Jauck pounded the
floor rapturonsly with his bare feet.

There was a rush trom three small beds
nixd 0 soamper to the window. A square
white patch conspienously segled wib
scariet wax adorned the cherry tree in
place of the larger sheet the boys had
lerft Anttering in the moonlight., !
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“Let's harey up, kKids, and see who'll
get dressed the fest)”
wis instantly obeyed,
four heads bent
fashioned writing,

“My Dear Boys: | was just golng to
chop away at your cherry tree and, o |
fact, had given it a single whack, which
hadn't amounted to wmuch, as the blade is
rather rusty, when [ discovered your let-
ter tacked to the bark, and T said to my-
selfl: 'George. you must not toueh this
cherry tree with your little hatchet, for,
behold, it has turned over a new leaf.'
So 1 Inid aslde my rusty steel and un-
tacked the tack which boun! it to the
bark and, behold, your misery lay un-
folded.

“I've had my own siege with women,
boya, for the ‘father of his country’ em-
braces all classes, but I've learned my
lesson that the widow must ever go her
own way., So we'll allow the doctor to
manage Mrs. Reynolds and you and I will
have our Fourth of July in the woods !
along the edge of the river,

“Leave the cannon behind and the fire-
crackers and rockets, for we'll celebrate
in spite of them, as you'll see how if you
arrive at the minute of 11 by the sun,

“To Ned, Sam, Will and Jack,

“From the Father of His Country,

“x. Washington.”

“Do you think he really means jt™
asked Jack, breathlessly,

“Course he does,” replied Ned, indig-
nantly, gasping with nervous astonlsh-
ment. “Didn't you know the father of
his country couldn't tell a lie?"”

anl Ned's order
Ten minutes latey
eagerly over the old

Four frightened lads sitting on a fallen
tree at the edge of the river jumped hur-
rledly to their feet and bowed nervously
to the stately personage descending the
bank dressed in the buff and blue ual-
form, with his white hair tied in a quene,

“Good morning, boys," said a strungely
famillar volce, “you're true to the min-
ute, I see. I'm afraid I'm a little late
myself, however, 1 was delayed a trifle,
hoping to induce Martha to come with
me," and the father of his country peer-
ed through the trees as If to see if she
had changed her mind,

“Martha is my wife, you know,” the
figure continned smilingly.  “Martha
Washington, the mother of her country,
She knows you all very well.”

The four lads looked at each other in
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‘and the tall boy i« Jack, and Bam is the

| Jack.

amazement, Ned cleared his throar very
hard ond gazed at his boots, bu, at &
uudge from Jack whispered weakly:

“Doen she know our numm father of
your country 7"

“Obh, yen, and go do 1. You'rs Nel
smallest, though he's not very small, and
Will is the other ope who wis going 10
shoot off the eannon in my honor. Too
bad about that, wasn't it? Buot come up |
under the trees where it Is shady until we |
get nequalnted with each other,” ;

Washington threw himself down on the |
grass and leaned his white head against
it huge trank.

“Let me pes,

start the balloon.”

“Oh, are we really golng to have a bal-
loon?" asked Ned excitedly.

“Well, yon wee,” answered Washing- |
ton, 1 thought that cavnon had to Le !
replaced somehow, and as we eonldu't
muke any poise | wanted something io |
my honor and so [ decided on a balloon. |
They both end In smoke anyway, There
it in,”" he added, dragging the huge paper
structure from bLebind a tree. “lsn't it
i beauty? Now each boy take one side
of it while T get it lighted.” !

There was no more formality in the
little company. The lads langhed alond
in glee and when the fuse eaught fire and
the tissue globe slowly salled away over
the river each small voice added its share
to the réfrain started by the general
“Three cheers for the red, white and
bloe"

“There!” excluimed Father George: with
satisfaction. *“Now 1 fecl duly honored
and at the same tithe hunger for more,
SBomewhere in these woods, boys, Martha
has spread a lunch for us, and a hatehet
1o the first fellow who finds it." There
was a genernl scamper through the trees,
quickly followed by a tricmphant shout
from Ned and S8am, who had approached |
the dainty feast from opposite sides, A |
snowy tiblecloth was spread upon the
gronad and held in place by glisiening |
pebbles, while on it was lald every pic- |
nls delicacy that could delight the heart
of the small boy.

“Hurrah!" shouted Ned;
it."

“True for you," answered the general,
appearing through the opening. “But
Martha herself has left us, I see. The
dear girl is rather nervous on the Fourth.
Eat what you like, fellows, Every' man
is his own mnster,"”

They needed no more urgent invitation
and soon made sad havoe in the pretty
table arrungements, George Washing-
ton wis no longer a formidable myth,
but a flesh and blood personage, as real
as they. When luncheon was finally de-
molished they lay down under the trees
and listened to thrilling tales of mad |
wolves and encounters with the Indians
and the sufferings of the ragged contl-

“we've found

nentals in winter quarters at  Valley
Forge. |
Toward the elose of the afternoon

(ieorge canght a horse that was wander-
ing at will through the woods and, jump-
ing on his back, dashed impetuously
down the rustic steps Jeading to an abak-
doned cave, to exhibit practically tha
escape of Mad Anthony Wayne,

“That’s how he did it, boys,” exclnim
ed the general, slowly mounting again. |
“He just brandished his sword aloft and |
none of the British dared follow, 1 mus’
leare you now,” he adled, “for 1 prom-
ined Martha to return at 6. Have rou
had a good Fourth?"

“The best I've ever spen:,
Ned emphatieally.

“Me, too,” chimed in Wiil, S8am and

" shouted

“What, without fireworks®"
sthe general, incredulousaly.

“I've learned more patriotism,” an-
swered Ned, “than 've ever learned with
a whole box of firecrackers.”

“Good!” exclpimed the gencral, “that’s
the right sort of a Fourth of July. Wait
a minute and I'l) row you to the edge of
the farm. 1 have a boat down the stream
und we'll eall our trip *Washington cross-
ing the Delaware."”

He_ hurricd away and soon returned
with a light skiff, which he propelled
cleverly toward the bank,

“Jump in, boys, and away we go. Now
sing for all you're worth, Mrs, Reynolds
can't mind musie,

queried

And the star-spangled banner in trinvmph
shall wave,

O'er the land of the free and the home of
the brave,

“Good-by, boys,”" he a”ded, giving his
hand to each in turn at the farm landing, |
“Watch for me next ~‘ourth of July'
around the cherry tree.” And the brave |
general rowed away in the sunlight to the

echoes of H

*“Three cheers for George Warhington,

the father of his country—first in pom-e.!
first in war and first in the hearts of |
his little boys,” 1

“Why, Uncle George,” exclaimed Ned

in astonishment as the four lads entered
the supper room an hour later, *1 thouzht
you weren't coming till next week."

“Is that why you spent the Fourth |
away from the house, yon rascal? What
have you been doing, I'd like to know?" |

Ned looked at Jack and Jack looked at |
his feet, Then he turged to Sam and
Sam asked loudly for butter, while Will
was closely oceupied in  studying old
china. Seeing no help at hand Ned
coughed bashfully and muttered gquickly:
“We've been in the woods,”

“Had any fireworks?' continued Uncle
George mercilessly.

“No," was the lacouie reply.

“Mueh fun?" supplemented Uncle !
George.

“Not much."”

A short silence was broken by Mlsll
Hattie's desultory remark: |

“The hero's way is as hard as the
transgressor's.” |

At the {ime » useum. .

The Fat Woman—That's the last time
I'll ever nrxue with the india-rabber
man.

The Living Bkeleton—ﬂecause why?

The Fat Woman—HIs arguments are
| 50 long-drawn out.

| know about pictures?

A CONGRESSMAN

Cured of Catarrh of l:ong Standing

" consulting his wateh, *'it | :
in jrat five minutes of 12, so we'd hﬂte‘l“

Ex-Congressman A, T, Goodwyn.

Ex-Comgressman A, T. Goodwyn,
from Alabama writes the following
letter:

The Peruna Medieine Co., Columbus,

Ohio:
Gentlemen—'‘1 have now used two

| bottles of Peruna, and §m s well man

today. T could feel the good effects
of your medicine before I had used it
a week, after suffering with catarrh
for over a year.”  Respectlully, A,

['T. Goodwyn,

Catarrh in ite various forms is
rapidly becoming a national curse.
An undoubted remedy has been dis-
‘covered by Dr. Hartman, This rem-

(edy has been thoroughly tested dur-

ing the past 40 years. Prominent
men have come to know of its virtues

| and are making public utterances on

the subject. To save the country we
| must save the people. To save the
| people we must protect them from
disease. Thedisease that isat once the
most prevalent and stubborn of cure

| i# catarrh, Public men of all parties

recognize in Peruna a national catarrh
remedy of unequalled merit.

If you do not derive prompt and
satisfactory results from the wuse of
Peruna, write at once to Dr. Hart-
man, giving a full statement of your
case and he will be pleased to give
you his valuable advice gratis.

Address Dr. Hartman, president of
g:he Hartman Sanitarum, Columbus,

io,

A Conscientious Jury.
Judge—H'm. Your verdict seems
tol; Moll,.lmm‘l hon:
oreman ury— el.yolu' or.
evidence,

| It's in wecordance with the

Cured,
:'-s:

In the Presence of Greatness.

Parke—I suppose you have great
hopes of that new baby of yours,
haven't you?

Lane—Well, yes, I have, old man.

,When I think of what the baby is

likely to be 1 fairly tremble at my
own insignificance,

Pisn's Cure is the hest medicine we ever
used for all affections of the throat and
lungs.—Wu. 0. Expsiey, Vanburen, lud.,
Feb. 10, 1800,

Not a French Scholar.

*‘Here, son, vou've studied French;
what’s this word on the eatin’ list?"

*“That’s ‘fillet".”

“Fillie! Do they think I want
horse meat?"

Take pictures at night at yon home
—print them at night—you can do it.
Address Kirk, Geary & Co., 330 But-
ter St., San Franaisco, for informa-
tion. Largest photo supply house in
the West,

For Cause.

Yeast—Do the robins come to pick
the bread erumbs from your lawn?

Crimsonback—They used to, but
they don’t any more.

“*How do you account for that?”

“My wife makes her own bread."”

The Critic’s Way.

Indignant Artist—You say it'sa
bad picture! And pray, what do you
You never
| painted any,

Critic—My dear fellow, T know a
bad egg, though I never laid any.

JDHN POGLE, Porﬂmd Oregon,
Foot of Morrison Bireat,
Can give you the best bargains in

| Boggies, Plows, Boilers and Engihes,
 Winimills and Pumps and General
:chhinﬂr’.

Bee us before buying.

Springﬂmc Resolutions

" Keeley Cure

THE
uor, oplum and tobacoo

Bure uua! fiom 1
habit:. Bend for particulars to

l'h' lllﬂﬂh. lov:l':: 420 WIIIIM




